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A GIFT TO A CHILD 
(K. L. H.) 

Mary's little son 

Was small like you. 
When they brought Him gifts 

What could He do? 

He did not care 

For red gold and myrrh- 
He turned to Mary's breast 

And clung to her! 

You do not care 

For any gift we bring— 
Silver cup or dress 

Or little ring. 

You are too small 

To love a shining tree. 
The wise men were old — 

Old— all three! 
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A GIFT TO A CHILD 

Gold and scented wood. 
Songs and a star — 

And a little boy 
As you are. 

We, who are old. 
Still bring and give. 

For so love speaks 
While men live. 

Little boy, take 

What we bring. 
Let the giver love 

The offering! 



Acknowledgment is made by the Author to the Editors 
of Poetry y The New York TimeSy The Smart Sety The Pic- 
torial RevieWy Contemporary Versey The PagaUy Scribner^s 
Magazincy The North American RevieWy The Outlooky The 
Delineatory Youthy The Poetry Journaly Harper* s Monthly 
and The Sonnety in reprinting poems which first appeared 
in their magazines. 
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THE GARDEN OF THE WEST 

(The Jackal is the only animal that ventures 
into the Desert. The ancient Egyptians believed 
that every person had a soul in the form of some 
little animal, a creature within the creature. At 
death the soul was released and was escorted across 
the Desert by the Jackal to a mysterious Heaven 
called The Garden of the West.) 

A Butterfly: We leave the yellow palms behind. 

The yellow green date palms that 

stand 
At the borders of the land. 
There are no talking leaves out here. 
The Desert way is blind to me — 
Will the white sand be kind to me? 
What is it that I fear 
As I leave the palms behind? 
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The Jackal: The sand is neither cruel nor kind. 

I count the toll, I count the toll — 
Here a soul and there a soul. 
Day and night, night and day 
Over the white, silent way. 
To and fro 

I go. 
Without rest. 

From the Fountain of the Nile 

To the Garden of the West. 



The Butterfly: I played with flowers yesterday — 

Are there no flowers by the way? 
Is the Desert never stained 
With pomegranate petals rained 
To the sand by some light wind 
Sweet with peach or tamerind? 
Wc leave the singing boys be- 
hind — 
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Their songs were kind. 

Jackal, Jackal, what shall I find? 

The Jackal: There was singing yesterday 

And to-morrow boys will sing; 
But to-day you and I 
Will not hear anything. 
There is lotus by the Nile, 
Stranger flowers in the West, 
But the way between is not 
Adorned for any guest. 
You will find no songs nor flowers 
nor rest. 

The Butterfly: Jackal, Jackal, when we reach 

The Garden's lovely gate. 
Will there be one to welcome us 
With honey delicate? 
With flower wine and pollen dew. 
Who wait for me and you? 
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The Jackal: First there is the scent of it. 

Faint, sweet, far. 
There's a little wind that tells 
Where the lemons are. 
Birds that crossed the sand with me 
Sing in a high, silver tree. 

The Butterfly: Jackal, Jackal, yesterday 

I was a girl. 
Last night I felt my wings 
Suddenly unfurl. 
Last night a butterfly 
Saw a little girl die. 

The Jackal: Over this white, silent way. 

Day and night, night and day. 
Souls are led by such as I, 
All surprised when bodies die. 
Every soul stirred to surprise 
When its body dies. 
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The Butterfly: Jackal^ I was round and sweet. 

I had small, swift hands and feet. 
And a high, silver voice. 
Fit for little, tinkling words. 
Sweet as honey on fresh curds. 
I was made to rejoice; 
I was made for love, men said — 
Brown of skin and eyes, with red 
Parted lips; and I was fed 
On love words that singing boys 
Thought about me in their hearts. 
I was skilled in those girl arts 
That are piercing sweet. I had 
All that makes boys glad. 

The Jackal: Day and night, night and day. 

Over this white, silent way. 
Such as you and such as I 

Still go by, still go by. 
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Milk child and beard of white^ 
Power and glory, faith and might. 
Little love-girl such as you. 
Trailing wings of gold and blue: 
All go the way I know — 
Sad, glad, eager, distressed. 
From the Fountain of the Nile 
To the Garden of the West. 



The Butterfly: Jackal, Jackal, he sang to me. 

He touched me tenderly. 
[e brought me lilies wet with rain, 
^hite lilies, without any stain 
tf color in their loveliness. 
Their perfume a caress. 
The singing boys seemed far away 
That day. 1 

I did not hear the birds, nor see \ 

The people go by me. 
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I only knew 

A mist of tears^ and his face 

Shining through. 



The Jackal: Day by day and year by year 

Tales like this I hear. 
To every soul its bitterness 
Seems like loneliness. 
To every soul love is shown 
Standing alone. 
Every love seems to be 
Unlike love's great company. 
"Never was love like mine!" they say. 
Day and night, night and day. 



The Butterfly: Jackal, I was slim and straight. 

With little, round breasts delicate. 
Throat curved like a crescent moon. 
Bud that would be flower soon. 
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Warm and swift pulses were mine — 
I was like a draught of wine 
Lifted to his thirsty mouth! 
Like a soft wind from the South 
Touching him caressingly. 
Wrapping him about, when he 
Saw a singing boy go by 
Silently, 

With his lute unstrung, at rest. 
And a lily on his breast. 

The Jackal: The days go by and the days go by. 

The same sun crosses the same blue 

sky. 
The same stars shine in the depth 

above 
And men still dream of undying love. 

The Butterfly: Jackal, it was a little thing! 

The boy said he could no longer sing. 
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He showed me his lute, unstrung, at 

rest. 
And I gave him a flower to wear at 

his breast. 

The Jackal: The days go by and the days go by. 

And still there are gardens sweet 

with bloom. 
Lovers vow and lovers die. 
To-morrow's lovers stir in the womb. 



The Butterfly: Jackal, Jackal, I saw his face — 

It was strange to me. 
Then I saw a shining knife 
Flash suddenly. 

I felt my wings of blue and gold 
-- Unfold — unfold. 

The Jackal: First there is the scent of it — 

Camphor and myrrh. 




22 THE GARDEN OF THE WEST 

Cinnamon and cedar 

And heavy juniper. 

Then there is the sound of it. 

Flute and canzonet. 

They who reach the Garden 

Soon forget. 



The Butterfly: Jackal, Jackal, how do you know 

That souls forget? 
You . come and go at the Garden's 

gate. 
But have you entered yet? 



The Jackal: A soul-less thing am I 

That cannot die. 
The gate is shut to me 
Eternally. 

But there is a bird that sings 
In a silver tree — 
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A red bird like a jewel set 
In a filigree 

Of litde shining leaves — 
And he sings to me: 

Come with your soulSy for here await 

All garden joys primordinate. 

The wind comes over a deepy blue pooly 

It is never too warm, it is never too cooly 

The roses never open widey 

And no one knows that he has died. 

He who enters the Garden* s gate 
Is never afraid or desolate. 
On little paths that wind and wind 
He shall unwearied pleasures find. 
He shall learn beauty^s last secrete 
And he shall forget y he shall forget. 

Come with your souls y there is no fate 
That death shall not alleviate. 
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/ am the voice that calls to men — 
Deep in their hearts they hear me when 
I sit and sing on my silver tree. 
" You were not and you shall not be! " 

The Butterfly: Jackal, Jackal, I would not go!" 

I would remember, I would know 
When he comes over the still, white 

way 
That you and I have come to-day. 
Jackal, Jackal, let me wait 
And watch for him at the garden's 

gate! 

The Jackal: Day by day and year by year 

Prayers like this I hear. 

« 

Every soul would wait to say 
Some last word about yesterday. 
Every soul, if it could. 
Would be better understood. 
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The Butterfly: Jackal, what is the scent that comes — 

Breath of flowers and fragrant gums ? 
Jackal, what is the song I hear. 
So piercing high and clear? 
Jackal, Jackal, I see 
A shining tree! 

The Jackal: Your wings are trembling. 

Gold and blue thing. 
Your wings unfold, unfold. 
Blue and gold. 
You saw a girl die. 
Butterfly. 

I may not rest 

In the Garden of the West. 

The way across the Desert I have 

shown — 
Now I go back alone. 
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PREMONITION 

The crystal shiver of an icicle 

That falls from a bank where the runnels 
are deep. 
The last thaw cut in the red brown bank 

Where the melting frost rills creep. 



The pine tree branches are bending low 
With a white, wet weight, and a wood- 
pecker drums 

On a locust tree that will blossom white 
When the call for honey comes. 



The elm tree is grey with a purple shade. 
And the sky seems to hang too low. 

But I've seen a light that the willows made. 
Yellow against the snow. 



PREMONITION Tj 



The edge of the wind is chill and wet. 
Thin ice over the stream looks black. 

And I know that power to power is set 
And winter is turning back. 
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RAIN 

I shall lean far out upon the golden bar of Heaven 
And try to hear the rain fall on a dry and thirsty 
land. 
Heaven has pleasant gardens and great, deep rivers 
flowing. 
But there are things the angels will never under- 
stand. 



My heart will still be longing for a thin, brown valley. 
And low hills furrowed where the timid sheep go. 

Over fields of asphodel and strange flowers blowing 
I will be remembering the fields I used to know. 



All on a pleasant day in Heaven I think I shall be 
longing 
To smell wet dust and to hear the big drops fall. 
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And there will be no perfume nor any song of angels 
That will ease my wishing so or make me glad 
at all! 

And then I will be slipping past the saints that do 
the singing, 
To find a little door somewhere that I can hurry 
through. 
And wander for a little on the brown road lying 
Winding like a ribbon through a valley that 
I knew! 
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I MET THE RAIN 

I met the rain to-day in an open place. 

The young rain, adventuring, she danced as she 
came along. 
Her dress was all of silver, she had a smiling face. 

And she sang to the dusty trees, a little song. 

The dusty trees were glad and they clapped their 
hands. 

I saw a tired flower turn and smile. 
At the bend of a little path where a linden stands, 

I watched the rain at play for a little while. 

Her feet were small and they trod on the grass and 
bent it. 

She carried a scarf of mist that brushed my cheek. 
She shook an odor out on the air to scent it. 

She bent to the barberries and I heard her speak. 
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I saw the rain go by like a girl with laughter. 
But I will never tell you the word she said. 

That you must learn yourself and forever after 
Know how the leaves and grass are comforted. 

I stood at a bend in the path and the rain went by me. 

I could see, like a skein of silk, her shining hair. 
She turned with a little smile to satisfy me. 

For all the while she knew that I was there. 
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THE SONG SPARROW 

There's a sparrow that has a note like the shortest 

string on a harp. 
And a white throat to mark him. 
There was a day when he sang for me alone. 
It was my song. 

I went down the hill and I came to a wall of willows 
Thick set by a little stream. 
With their arms about one another. 
They defied me. 

I spoke to the willows, I bent them, 
I made a little green gate. 
I went through and let the willows hide me. 
They were folded around me. 
Silver-green, fragrant. 

The stream was saying something to someone; 
I heard it. 



THE SONG SPARROW 23 

A dragonfly came. 
Stopped, 
Started, 
Returned. 

I wonder if you know what the song sparrow said 

to me ? 
Must I try to tell you? 
He sang to me only. 
Walled in by willows. 
What do I ask of you? 
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THE BLUE JAY 

Villon among the birds is he, 

A bold, bright rover, bad and free; 

Yet not without such loveliness 

As makes the curse upon him less. 

If larkspur blossoms were a-wing. 

If iris went adventuring, 

Or, on some morning, we should see 

Heaven bright blue chicory 

Come drifting by, we would forgive 

Some little sins, and let them live! 

Verlaine among the birds is he, 

A creature of iniquity; 

And yet, what joy for one who sees 

» 

An orchid drifting through the trees! 
The bluebell said a naughty word 
In mischief, and there was a bird. 
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The blue sky laughed aloud, and we 
Saw wings of lapis lazuli. 
So fair a sinner surely wins 
A little mercy for his sins. 
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ROSES 

You write to me about roses, 

About roses opening as roses die. 

Always, you say, there are roses, 

So that people get used to them 

And cease to wonder. 

Now I am on a hilltop, 

Bare, with a few pine trees 

Twisted by an inexhaustible wind. 

By a wind that is never tired, 

A wind that passes and passes and is never gone. 

I cannot think what it would be like for the 

pine trees 
If there were no wind. 

Your roses would not be happy on my hilltop. 
They would be scornful of my huckleberry 

bushes 
With their plain,'^blue fruit. 
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They would not care for the white meadow-sweet 

That leans against a rock. 

Roses must have rich soil. 

And careful pruning. 

They must be sheltered from the wind and cold 

And have stakes to lean upon. 

They do not stand alone like the flames of 

vervain 
On my windy hilltop. 

Roses are gifts for lovers. 

Lovers have always had much to say about roses. 

When you sent me a rose 

Folded in a letter, 

Did you know I would open it on a hilltop 

Where the wind searches me 

As it does the pine trees 

And my skirts are brushing 

The fine flame of the vervain? 
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A FROZEN BROOK 

What do you dream, O Stream, as you sleep so long? 

Hint of the black morass where your mother stays? 

Kiss of the meadow grass in your early ways? 
Where the cows came down to drink and the even 
song 

Of a thousand birds rang out in the dusk of days? 

Tell me your dream, O Stream, as you sleep so still. 

Leaves that are stirred at dawn and flowers that 
bend. 

Looking, like love for a word in the eyes of a friend. 
Seeing themselves as love in love's eyes will. 

Giving a dream for a dream 'till the world shall end? 

What do you dream, O Stream, in your long, still 
sleep? 
Is it of oceans wide, to you unknown. 
Blank in their waste of pride and depth unshown. 
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Where myriad streams lie in Nirvana deep? 
O contemplating Buddhist, wrapt and lone! 

Tell me your dream, O Stream — ^would you forget 
Life that was near and sweet, gold, green and blue ? 
Press of the little feet that came to you? 

The thirsting comforted, the parched thing wet. 
For the wide, cold waste of the sea you never 
knew? 

Dream, Stream, dream, for your way is long. 
And the end of streams is the wide, wide waste 

of the sea. 
At the end of dreams the waves wait hungrily. 

Hush of the little feet and the even song. 
The breathing world and springs that are to be! 
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THE LUMBER CAMP 

Great Pan no longer sports with nymph and faun, 
There is no revelry in forest glade. 
An ugly sawmill eats into the shade, 
And cruel stumps lie bare 
Where the old altars were. 

Who knows? Among the chips that flew and lie 
Rotting about the stump of that hewn tree. 
The pipe that Ganymede once dropped may be. 
Forgotten overlong. 
Robbed of its song. 

Suppose a workman found and lifted it. 
Rough cut from the green reed, now shrunken dry. 
Pierced with a few small holes to loose the cry 
A god might breathe in it — ^what note to-day 
Would a man play? 
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Perhaps some workman with a poet's heart 
Will find it there and take it in his hand^ 
And, loving beauty greatly, understand. 
And breathe in it and find 
Song that was left behind. 

Then must the music echo through the wood. 
And all the wood gods answer, though long dead, 
And frightened wild things come back comforted. 
But still I hear the ax ring and the rush 
Of a tree crashing in the underbrush. 
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THE SECOND COMING 

A strange thing the preacher said. 
And proved it by the Book, 
He told all people who could hear 
To watch and wait, and look 
To see their risen Lord appear. 
That Jesus who was dead. 
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How curious it will be! 
The blue, familiar sky 
Cracked open suddenly. 
Broken from east to west 
Like an old dish, a bowl. 
Blue china, just now whole. 
Now broken, as though dropped 
By a careless maid. Then stopped 
Will be all laughter, and the sun, 
EQs long course run. 
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Will stand still suddenly. 
And people in the street 
Will stop and look to see 
Archangels pass and meet, 
A light — ^music, maybe — 
Angelic hosts and choirs. 
And saints bowing before 
A shining, swinging door 
And tending altar fires. 



How the thief will stay 
His furtive, skillful hand ! 
What will the liar say? 
The plotter, quite confused. 
Will face the true judgment. 
Sly men with ill intent 
Will stagger, faint at heart 
No one may stand apart 
And claim a separate case. 
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We must stand face to face 
With KDm who lived and died. 
He whom men crucified. 
He rose again. 
And judges men. 



If He should come to-day 

We'd see the soldiers stand 

Each with his tool in hand. 

The drowned from the deep sea 

Would bring old jewels caught 

In their wet, streaming hair. 

What secrets will be there 

When from old graves the dead 

Creep whispering! Overhead 

A rain of shining wings. 

Scents, colors, and such things 

As we have never seen or known 

Poured from the great, white Throne! 
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We do not all believe. 
No, there are some who say 
That these old tales deceive. 
And day will follow day 
To some logical end. 
We shall still earn and spend. 
Eat, sleep, and by and by 
Stop struggling and die. 
And some have never heard. 
And some men do not care. 
How they will stand and stare 
When stars remember the lost word 
And sing, and the skies fall ! 
That high, blue, sluning wall 
Of Heaven — ^larkspur blue — 
Will crumble and fall down. 
And flame encircle all the earth 
Like a great jeweled crown. 
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Will any of us cry out ? 

O God," will someone say. 

Why don't you put some of these things 
In a great box with fastenings, 
With locks and seals — to use again. 
To give, perhaps, to other men 
On worlds less lovely than this one 
Whose day is ended and whose work is done! 
In Heaven is there no treasury 
For beauty of this earth and sea? 
Green fields that never sinned. 
And flowers innocent. 
White highways where the wind 
Ran between faithful trees. 
And valleys redolent 
Of green herbs where the bees 
Gp honey seeking — these — 
Have you no use for them?" 
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And we who love the turquoise cave. 
Will there be some among us who 
Will try to catch the stars and save 
Some bits of immemorial blue 
To carry with us, like the shells 
That children carry from the sea, 
For keepsakes in eternity? 
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THE BANQUET 

One dwelt in darkness and sang within his dwelling. 
An old man, a blind man in a hut beside the way. 

The King came riding wearily, sad and full of care 
was he 
When he heard the cheerful rondelay. 

"O," sang the blind man, "I have had a good 
life! 
Mine has been a merry way with pleasant things 
beguiled. 
Once a girl kissed me, once I heard a lark sing. 
Once I found a flower and once I comforted a 
child!" 

Then the King paused suddenly, held his hand for 
his men to see. 
Left his horse and went to the blind man's door. 
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Friend," he cried, "Good day to thee! May I 
come and sup with thee?" 
Aye, friend, and welcome. Why came you 
not before?" 



Then sat the great King, the wise King, the sad 
King, 
Stroking slow his long beard while the blind man 
bent his head. 
Salt and wet his eyes were on the bread and wine 
before him. 
"Thank thee," said the blind man, "who hast 
sent me friend and bread." 

Then the great King rode away, then the King rode 
comforted. 

"O," sang the blind man, "life goes merrily!" 

He dwelt in darkness and sang within his dwelling, 

"I have bread aplenty and a friend has supped 

with me!" 



X 



50 THE GARDEN OF THE WEST 



GOD'S PITY 

God pity all the brave who go 
The common way and wear 

No ribboned medals on their breasts, 
No laurels on their hair. 

God pity all the lonely folk 
With griefs they do not tell. 

Women waking in the night. 
And men dissembling well. 

In common courage of the street 
The crushed grape is the wine. 

Wheat in the mill is daily bread 
And given for a sign. 

And who but God shall pity them 

Who go so quietly. 
And smile upon us when we meet 

And greet us pleasantly. 
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THE LAUGHING PRAYER 

The sorry prayers go up to God 

Day after weary day. 
Whimpering through the eternal blue 

And down the Milky Way. 

Deaf to the music of the stars, 

The children of desire. 
Beggars before the Throne of God 

They wait for God to tire. 

The proletariat of Heaven 
Swarmed in the Golden Street 

One day when Michael's host came by 
Up to the Judgment Seat. 

Above the Heavenly Mansions 
Bright, streaming banners flowed. 

While Cherubim and Seraphim 
Were crowding in the road. 




52 THE GARDEN OF THE WEST 

And then a little, laughing prayer 
Came running from the sky. 

Along the golden gutters where 
The sorry prayers go by. 

It had no fear of anything, 

But in that holy place 
It found the very Throne of God 

And smiled up in His face. 

Then Michael waited in the road. 

For Michael understood. 
While God looked on the laughing prayer 

And found it sweet and good 

So God was comforted. He said, 
"There still is hope for men. 

One man prays happily." And so 
He turned to care again. 
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IN WINTER 

In Winter — ^in Winter — 
When every tree was bare, 

I thought I heard a singing bird 
And looked to find him there. 

" Did you come down from Canada, 
Or were you lost in Maine ? 

How can you sing of that lost Spring 
You may not find again?" 

" I came a road you do not know 
Who have not learned the way 

To sing a rhyme of Summertime 
Upon a Winter day!" 

"Oh, I will give you shelter. 
And I will give you bread. 

And welcome free to stay with me 
And sing to me!" I said. 
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In Winter — ^in Winter — 
All on a bare, brown tree, 

I thought I heard a singing bird 
Who would not stay with me. 

"I am not seeking shelter, 
Nor asking to be fed. 

If you could know the way I go 
You'd sing yourself," he said. 
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ORA PRO NOBIS 
To St. Rita, Patron of Impossible Things 

St. Rita, I want to be young! 

Let the fruit be flower again. 
Pray to some god you know 

To be kinder to men. 

Flower of the apple tree. 

And flesh that is like the flower. 

Why do they only last 
An April hour? 

Youth should never be sad. 

Pray, St. Rita, pray! 
Let all that I might have had 

Be for one day ! 
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DIONYSIUS 

I Ve heard a tale of some mysterious god 
Tyrrhenian sailors found on a far shore, 
And felled and bound with young, green vines, 
and bore 

Into their ship, resistless, like a clod. 

Then while he seemed to sleep, all suddenly 
The young vines grew, overlapping sail and 

mast. 
A wilderness of growth held all men fast. 

And clustered grapes hung over to the sea. 

I let you in my heart, for there seemed room. 
You were so quiet there, how could I know 
A miracle would come and your love grow 

Till I am lost in its transcendent bloom? 
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NAUSICAA 

You will never be old ! 

The days and the years go by, 
And centuries have rolled 

Over the Pheecian sky. 

But you are a girl and run. 

Fresh bathed and warm and sweet. 
After the fljring ball 
On little sandaled feet. 

And with the Wanderer 

We stand for audience. 
Pleased with your gaiety. 

Charmed by your innocence. 

The women we forget 

Age and die quietly. 
But you are a maiden yet, 

Plajring beside the sea. 
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KEEP MY HAND 

Keep my hand, because I am afraid 

To be alone — 

I am afraid of all the dreams I made. 

If you were shown 

Dream after little dream that I made gay 

To keep my spirit strong upon the way. 

You would hold my hand closer than you do 

Within your own! 
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IMMORTALITY 

Dead men blossom. 

The world's a green tomb, 
Dust and the brown seed 

In a blue room. 

From the eyes of a child 
A thousand women look, 

Mothers, all of them. 
That death took. 



A 
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I GO BUT MY HEART STAYS 

I go but my heart stays. 

My long way who can trace ? 
Yesterday's a star 

Thrown out in space. 

Yesterday's a flower 
The wind blows away. 

But my heart, left behind. 
Can't find to-day ! 



f 

\ 
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LUCK 

Some there are that love and win, 
And some that love and lose, 

Some girls take what they can get 
And some girls choose. 

Some there are find joy in life, 
And some that only bear it. 

Some throw their luck away. 
And some snatch and wear it. 

Life is like a Market Day 
That may be dark or sunny. 

White roses may go begging there 
And cabbages make money. 

Since Fm not sure of anything 
Beyond the present minute, 

I think ril put a little love 
And some ^nging in it! 



A 
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TO-MORROWS 

Red and gold to-morrows 

Hanging on a tree. 
Ready to be plucked by 

You and me. 

Don't take the green ones — 

Ripe fruit's best. 
To-day's not done 'till 

The sun's in the west! 
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CLEAN WINTER 

Winter comes grimly 

And cleans house. 
Blowing all the leaves away. 

The field mouse 
Burrows below the soil; 

The wind sweeps 
All waste places bare. 

The snow keeps 
Watch over gardens. 

Lest seeds stir. 
Even the grass hides 

Away from her! 



d 
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TREASURE 

What will I remember and what will I forget? 

Apple trees in blossom and wind at break of 
day? 
I sang a song that no one heard. I shall be singing 
yet 
Out beyond the high stars and through the Milky 
Way. 

One said he loved me and one said not a word. 

You walked beside me and never heard me sing. 
I waited in the darkness, like a brooding bird. 

And death came like a lover with a golden ring. 



E G Y P T — ^I N THE MUSEUM 65 



EGYPT— IN THE MUSEUM 

The Fragments 

No shining, wet, green bulrush. 
Nor rose red lotus bloom 
Is brought into this room. 
Here are no desert dreams. 
Mysterious, wide, white; 
But only little voices 
Crying in the night. 



The Doll 

Night has followed day. 

And years have counted days and hours 

In chains, like children binding flowers, 

Since a little girl, at play. 

Kissed and laid her doll away. 
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The Princess 

Could I lift the veil that lies 

Closely wrapped about your eyes. 

And call and call and call to you. 

Till my crying filtered through 

Century and century. 

White desert and blue sea, 

I wonder if you would not answer me! 

Death is so still ! 

The girl that died to-day 

Lies unanswering 

This same, strange way, 

And on some far star you and she 

Are young for all eternity. 
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OLD ROOFS 



I 



I have seen old roofs. 

Broken for winds to enter. 

All their secrets flown like homing birds. 

It seemed to me they were like broken words. 

They babbled, inarticulate, of men 

Who came and went, and will not come again. 

They were full of whispers and of shadows. 

Provisioned for a dream's viaticum. 

These only had a voice. 

All, all the other roofs were dumb ! 

II 

Under an old roof I went one day. 
But there was naught to see. 
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Singing, silken drapery 

Went down the hall with me. 
I was aware 
Of feet upon the stair; 

Soft laughter, and a little sound of tears 

Muffled by many years. 
It was the roof, the broken roof that sung. 

The living roofs were silent 
But the dead roof had a tongue! 
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EXIT— THE FOOL 

The fool is dead. How quiet the fool lies ! 

With quiet eyelids over quiet eyes 

That look no more on men less wise than he. 

Willing to laugh at his shammed gaiety. 

And the fool's feet, that lately danced so light. 

Have danced into the shadows of the night. 

What will he find there ? He who lived so long 
Behind the mask of life, with jest and song 
Covering all the real things from view 
And hiding all the wise ones that he knew. 

Perhaps he thought, "Life is bewildering. 
It's like the bladder and the peas I swing. 
It covers death as motley covers me. 
Screening the truth with gay variety; 
While death is real as my soul that swells 
Under my nodding cap and tinkling bells." 



A 
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He may have said, "'Life is a jest, and after. 
Comes death with his appreciative laughter." 

He may have felt, "This world has not been 

kind. 
The next one will be nearer to my mind." 

The fool is dead. See where he lies asleep. 
Free from sharp folly, all his baubles cheap 
Left to a world that loves them. Think how 

he 
Rests in the green fields of eternity. 
Holding at last a place upon the stage 
That asks no laughter for its heritage! 
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PASSE ROSA" 



Cecelia del Balzo, wife of Amadeus IV, Duke of 
Savoy, was so called in the twelfth century through- 
out all Europe. 

More beautiful than roses! Eight centuries have 
rolled 

Their hundred cycles o'er you. 

And still we may adore you, 
Reading the printed pages where your history is 

told. 
More beautiful than roses! O lady, dear and dead. 

The daughters of a strange, new race 

Ponder on your amazing grace. 
And picture your white hands and sunny head. 

More beautiful than roses! You have been dead 
so long ! 
Where is the sweet, white breast of you ? 
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And where the golden crest of you ? 
And where the men who bled for you, fighting 

through right and wrong ? 

More beautiful than roses ! Upon your grave 
to-day 

The violets that were your eyes 

Are smiling to Aosta's skies, 
£ight hundred years ago you went that way. 

More beautiful than roses! Sometimes your eyes 
were filled 
With bitter tears you might not shed. 
And now your griefs and you are dead. 
And yet, through Time, the crucible, your per- 
fume is distilled. 
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PIERROT'S DAUGHTER 

My father danced a merry dance at every country 
fair. 

My mother leaped through paper hoops he held up 
in the air. 

They frolicked along the country roads with songs 
upon their lips, 

And twenty curious, agile tricks of toes and finger- 
tips. 

Oh, they slept soundly under the stars or under 

a hedge in rain. 
And kissed each other when they woke and easily 

slept again. 

I was bom in a clover bed with no one but a bee 
To croon my earliest lullaby and tell the world of 
me. 



A 
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I was swung on a willow bough and Heaven was 
the bowl 

From which the Spring rain christened me to save 

my dancer's soul. 



Now I have seen my mother die as flowers wilt by 

the road. 
My father's feet go heavily as though he carried 

a load. 



But I can dart like the dragonflies that spin a reel 

in the sun. 
Or curl like a caterpillar in a ditch when day is 

done. 



But I do not sing as my mother sang to my father 

standing there, 
For daughter's love is sad love and sharp with the 

edge of care. 
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Sometimes I've looked at country boys that come 

to play at the fair. 
And wondered if I could rest at home with any 

that I saw there. 



I've thought that their arms might be strong enough 

to hold my body fast 
But the stay-at-home who married me would kiss 

the wind at last. 



To-day I saw a juggler throw bright balls with 

puzzling grace, 
But it was not the tricks he knew that kept my 

eyes on his face. 



It was a word that Eve once heard, though its 

letters never appear. 
The sons of Adam are saying it yet and the daughters 

of Eve still hear. 
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My father held the hoop and I ran, and then as I 

leaped through, 
I caught the juggler's eyes and I sang the song my 

mother knew! 
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THE SCARF 

Silken message, peacock hued, 
On what dream do I intrude 
When I count them, one by one. 
Colors lured from the great sun. 
Snared within a shining mist. 
Bronze and gold and amethyst? 

Has a lover sent to me 
Wave of the Bahaman Sea ? 
Has a friendly star dropped down 
Banner of some heavenly host. 
Gold and purple, green and brown. 
To one who loves color most? 

From what shells and flowers are 
Dyes like these prepared for me ? 
Peacock night and falling star! 



i 
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On what loom in Araby, 
Finger wise and sensitive. 
Did a dream-eyed woman weave 
Beauty that should come so far? 

When the ship that brought you came 

Over seas of jade and flame. 

Did not mermaids, for your sake. 

Follow in its foaming wake? 

Do they sometimes, gossiping. 

Tell about the lovely thing 

Woven of sea daffodils 

And the shadows on far hills ? 

Say it was too rare to rest 

On a mortal woman's breast. 

But was meant for such as they. 

Wild and wet with wind and spray! 

Could I such color enthrall — 

So loved the Grail young Perci val ! — 
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Could I weave it word by word 
'Till its loveliness was heard. 
We should see men on the street 
Pause to wonder at the sweet 
High pitched, piping caroling, 
Like some glad wind in the spring 
Dropping hyacinths through rain 
Where the low clouds part again 
To let the gold sun shine through — 
Gold and amber, bronze and blue! 



i 
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THE RIVER 

Litde lad, litde lad, that played along the shore, 
I hear your mother calling you, do you hear her no 
more? 

There flows a little river through Catskill town. 
And there the little fishing boats go slowly up and 

down. 

I can hear the windlass where the wet ropes run, 
I can see the dripping nets shining in the sun. 

Slow and heavy barges with their freight for human 

needs, 
Follow where the guide ropes of the little tugboat 

leads. 

Silver, iridescent, the little river lies, , 

Never asking anything, making no replies. 
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Green bank and ragged dock, bridged from shore 

to shore. 
And a mother calling for a child who comes no more. 

Little lad, little lad, still the river flows. 

Still upon its shining tide the ferry comes and goes. 

There's glint of little pleasure craft and as the night 

comes down 
I can see the window lights gleaming in the town. 

And the night wind, come from far, is whispering 

to me, 
"There's always toll of weeping where streams run 

to the sea!" 



d 



82 THE GARDEN OF THE WEST 



THE DESERT HAS ONE GOD 

The desert has one god, the Great Lord Sun. 

Death is his servant, as the jackals know 

That follow where the caravans dare go. 
With obscene rites to claim what death has won. 
The desert asks no grace and offers none. 

Indifferent to withhold or to bestow, 

A yellow sea that has no ebb nor flow. 
Where only light is ended or begun. 

No one has ever heard the desert speak. 

The ocean has a voice and the winds seek 
To win some answer to the word they bring. 

The hungry jackal on his lonely way 
Beholds the desert prostrate, worshipping. 

But never yet has heard the desert pray. 
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OCTOBER 

When my hills stand ablaze with gold and red, 
And I can hear the harsh-voiced leader cry 
As wild geese, like a necklace on the sky, 

Are seen for a brief moment overhead. 

Then I remember what my lover said. 
No bird of Spring, however joyously 
Singing arpeggios on a lilac tree. 

Can speak to me so plainly of the dead. 
October, bringing gaudy mysteries. 

With smell of burning leaves and dripping sound 

As frost freed nuts come dropping to the ground. 
With late, red apples glowing on the trees 
Like lanterns at some feast of memories. 

The spell of death and silence has unbound. 
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LATE AUTUMN 

I am like a pine tree 

On a lone hill. 
My garden is all bare. 

My birds are still. 

Oh, little green leaves, 

That went away. 
Why did you go and 

Where do you stay? 

I was steeped in summer. 

Adrift in bloom. 
My garden was gay as 

A tapestried room. 

Now all the paths are bare 
And the stalks brown. 

The birds flew up and 
The leaves fell down. 
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The color is faded^ 

Red, green, and blue. 
I am like a pine tree 

The wind goes through. 
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HARBURY 

All the men of Harbury go down to sea in ships, 
The wind upon their faces, the salt upon their lips. 

The little boys of Harbury when they are laid to 

sleep 
Dream of masts and cabins and the wonders of the 

deep. 

The women folk of Harbury have eyes like the sea, 
Wide with watching wonder, deep with mystery. 

I met a woman; '^ Beyond the bar," she said, 

'* Beyond the shallow water where the green lines 
spread. 

Out beyond the sand-bar and the white spray. 
My three sons wait for the Judgment Day." 
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I saw an old man who goes to sea no more 
Watch from morn till evening down on the shore. 

"The sea's a hard mistress," the old man said; 
"The sea is always hungry and never full fed. 



The sea had my father and took my son from me — 
Sometimes I think I see them walking on the sea! 

" Vd like to be in Harbury on the Judgment Day 
When the word is spoken and the sea is wiped away, 



"And all the drowned fisher boys, with seaweed in 

their hair, 
Rise and walk to Harbury to greet the women there. 

"Fd like to be in Harbury and see the souls arise. 
Son and niother hand in hand, lovers with glad eyes, 

"I think there would be many who would turn and 

look with me. 
Hoping for another glimpse of the cruel sea ! 
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"They tell lyie that in Paradise the fields are green 

and still, 
With pleasant flowers everywhere, that all may 

take who will, 

"And four great rivers flowing from out the Throne 

of God, 
That no one ever drowns in but souls may cross 

dryshod. 

"I think among those wonders there will be men 

like me. 
Who miss the old, salt danger of the singing sea. 

"And in my heart, like some old shell, inland, safe 

and dry. 
Anyone who listens may still hear the sea cry." 
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THE SEA 
I 

In you are all the little streams 
That come so far to reach your breast. 
/ You were the center of their dreams 

Where now they lie at rest. 

They lie like cords across your heart, 

Invisible to mortal eye, 
But the wind knows them all apart. 

And as he passes by 

He touches them with skillful hands, 
He plays the harp of the great sea. 

An instrument none understands 
Nor loves so well as he. 

II 

At midnight when on earth the dead arise. 
Creeping through the long grass like fireflies, 
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The drowned come up and walk upon the sea 
And live a little while in memory. 

And it is strange to see them walking there, 
With shells and seaweed tangled in their hair. 

I heard one speak in that immensity. 

He said, ''The sea does not seem strange to me, 

** But as a friend that I have known for years. 
Its salt is like the savor of my tears." 

Ill 

The sea is like a sleepy tigercat. 

Whose purring only gently moves her breast. 
The great sea is relaxed and lies at rest. 

She lifts a lazy paw to strike the gulls. 

Gulls flying low to tempt her into play. 
Gulls that are gray and white like wave and spray. 
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She croons a little, droning, sleepy song. 

And yet we know, at the wind's whispering. 
She will grow fierce again, and crouch and 
spring. 
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THE FICKLE SEA 

The curving waves rose evenly, 
The young Moon peered to see. 

Under each of them she found 
A cave of mystery. 

Opal and amethyst twilight 

Were lost in black and silver night. 

"The Sun has gone," the great Sea said, 

"To where my rival waits. 
He smiles on yellow green date palms 

That are the Desert's gates. 
And he will love the waves of sand 
With love that I can understand." 



The little Moon was very sad. 
"Do you not grieve?" said she. 
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All the waves threw stars at her. 

The Sea said carelessly, 
"No. I am glad the day is done, 
For I grew weary of the Sun." 

"I've seen the Desert," said the Moon. 

"There silence is made whole. 
For everything is silent as 

The passing of a soul. 
The Desert never answers me 
With the abandon of the Sea." 

The great Sea rocked the little ships. 

"He will return," she said. 
"The great Sun will come back to me 

At morning, to be fed. 
And I will greet him with delight. 
For I grow weary of the night." 
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THE OLD SHIP MAST 

Far I grew on a wooded hill, 
Brother of mine, do you stand there still ? 
Long is the time and long the way, 
Brother of mine, are you green to-day ? 
None of my high kin stood so high. 
Braving the wind and the storm, as I 
Spreading my boughs to the brooding sky. 
Brother of mine, do you stand there still ? 

I have taken the things of the sea to me 
As those of my blood and family. 
But my little green leaves call to me yet. 
Brother of mine, can a tree forget ? 
Men will not wait for the winds to blow. 
And the mast and the spreading sail must go. 
And the steamship, scorning the miles, I know 
Brother of mine, replaces me. 
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Once when a great ship passed me by — 

Brother of mine, how fast they fly ! 

I watched the wake of her throbbing keel 

With revery that the dying feel. 

A long, white lady abreast the sea. 

Making her way right royally. 

"Ah," cried the heart of my sail to me, 

"What shall not man to the sea reveal!" 

Far, O far is my wooded hill. 

Brother of mine, do you stand there still ? 

My little green leaves are memory. 

Brother, have you forgotten me? 

Man gave me a sail to be my bride. 

And I learned the ways of the winds and tide. 

But I dream at the last of a green hillside — 

Brother of mine, do you grow there still ? 
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A SEA CHILD 

There is a restlessness that is a part of me, 
Bred among the mountains and homesick for the 
sea. 

I know fir trees and pansy purple hills, 
Gardens where the spring comes with shining daffo- 
dils. 

Mandrake by the roadside, apple trees and com. 
Meadows that are green when the little lambs 
are bom. 

Willows by a stream are pleasant things to know — 
But I want the wide way the grey waves go! 

I know valleys that are cups of pale green mist. 
High and happy meadows that the sun has kissed, 
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Scarlet of the maples and yellow of the wheat, 
Brown roads that answer the fall of living feet. 

All my world is breathing, blooming and astir. 
But the sea calls to me and I answer her! 

You did not know, who met me on the road to-day. 
That my lips were salt and my hair was wet with 
spray. 

You did not know when you stopped and spoke 

with me. 
That my heart was singing an old song of the sea. 

Bred among the hill folk, I walk and talk with you, 
I know the near green hills and far hills of blue, 

I know all the hill signs of fair or stormy weather. 
And when the singing birds will come to build their 
nests together. 

I can find arbutus, I know the scent of loam — 
But the sea's my mother and the sea's my home! 



J 
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Storm-twisted fir trees on the hill's crest, 
Deep, quiet pine trees where the birds nest, 

Fresh winds blowing over groves of locust trees. 
All honest hill folk are content with these. 

Wide green gardens with their good fruit row on 

row. 
Home-keeping hill folk, how can you know 

I am not one of you, but come from very far 
Where no orchards or green gardens are ? 

"Good growing weather," you say when you meet 

me. 
And I nod wisely and dream about the sea ! 
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